IN MEMOBIAM                      367

Who loved, who suffered countless ills,
Who battled for the True, the Just,
Be blown about the desert dust,

Or seal'd within the iron hills ?

No more ?   A monster then, a dream,
A discord.   Dragons of the prime,
That tare each other in their slime,

Were mellow music match'd with him.

O life as futile, then, as frail!

O for thy voice to soothe and bless !

What hope of answer, or redress ?
Behind the veil, behind the veil.

PEACE, come away : the song of woe
Is after all an earthly song-:
Peace, come away; we do him wrong
To sing so wildly; let us go.
Come, let us go, your cheeks are pale,
But half my life I leave behind ;
Methinks my friend is richly shrined
But I shall pass; my work will fail.
Yet in these ears till hearing dies,
One set slow bell will seem to toll
The passing of the sweetest soul
That ever look'd with human eyes.
I hear it now, and o'er and o'er,
Eternal greetings to the dead ;
And f Ave, Ave, Ave/ said
* Adieu, adieu' for evermore !
LVH
IN those sad words I took farewell:
Like echoes in sepulchral halls,
As drop by drop the water falls
In vaults and catacombs, they fell;